The moment had passed
One second or one million
Too late, its time had gone
Things that should have been said
Lost forever
Former friends
Estranged, together
What of the ones I wanted to love
What of the ones that tortured my youth
Where can I find them 
In the paper, long dead
Perhaps, one second wasn't too late
Now it is
But they live on
In dusty corners unkempt
In ancient memories, still bleeding